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Fun Week by Week. 


By THE PARTY ON THE SPOT. 


Wednesday.—I have put my desires into operation and am having 
a@ holiday—in my way. That is ‘“‘ between whiles.” At one 
moment I am perspiring, and puffing, and blowing, and courting 
asphyxia in the pursuit of ‘‘my duty to my paper ’’—at the next I 
am making myself actually 


COMFORTABLE, 


Though I’m doing the things which my diary notes 
With precision and active employment, 

I am tempering business with that which promotes 
A refreshing amount of enjoyment— 

The heat we’re enduring’s a matter for dread 
And would frizzle the strength of a porter, 

So I sit, drink in hand, and with ice on my head, 
Neck high in a bath of sea worter ! 


And that does it, you know. It’s dangerous, but what is danger in 
the cause of duty—and momentary relief? Took the Duke of York 
down to Knowsley early this morning, took him over the Conway 
training ship (where he talked with somewhat more point than is 
usual on these occasions), and helped him open some new post- 
office buildings. Also took Her Most Gracious down to the Bagshot 
House fancy fair, and carried her parcels for her. Went along 
with Lipton to see him through some trials between the Shamrock 
and the Britannia. Then looked in at the East Islington garden 
party, and went along to the Winchester High School “ breaking 
up,”’ signalised by a testimonial to Miss Charlotte Yonge and the 
institution ot a Charlotte Yonge Scholarship. In the cool of the 
evening saw the fourth test match drawn. Strikes me England’s 
been a good deal ‘‘ drawn” in this matter. 


Thursday.—Took the Shamrock over to Ireland this morning ; 
then took Sir Henry Irving and McDonald along to Glasgow to get 
them made LL.D.’s, and back in time for the Marquis of 
Tullibardine’s marriage with Miss K. Ramsay (if she’d only been 
a ‘ Peg,” how Scot-like it would sound!). Saw this nicely done, 
and then helped the Prince and Princess open the new wing of the 
Alexandra Hospital for Hip Disease in Bloomsbury. Went off then 
for , blow with the manceuvring fleet to Ireland, and got in a nice, 
cool fog. 


Friday.—Most awfully hot to-day, was in two minds about 
putting any clothes on, but reflected that police might make it hot 
for me if I did not—and couldn’t have stood another degree of heat 
at any price. Studied decency, therefore, and the law, and went 


and took Her Most Gracious all the way from Windsor to the Isle 
of Wight. Nice and refreshing in the Solent, so sailed about round 


| 








the isle until it was time to get back, dress and dine with Lord 
Kitchener at the Welcomes Club. Got back and hurried off with 
most people to say “‘ farewell” to Mr. Wyndham as (active) manager 
of the Criterion. We were there in our thousands—none of us 
would have missed ‘“ farewelling’’ for anything, and some of us 
paid high sums for the privilege. 

A PARTING JOKE TO WIND ’EM! 


To see their Wyndham say ‘‘ Good-bye,”’ 
With perseverance grim, 

A crowd of friends congest the *‘ Cri’,”’ 
And cry ‘‘ Good-bye’ to him— 

‘* Farewell” at any price, you know, 
Is what that crowd is at—— 

Good gracious! Wyndham can’t be so 
Unpopular as that ! 


Saturday.—Spent most of the day at the international sports 
competition between America’s Yale and Harvard athletes ‘ of the 
one part,”’ and England’s Oxford and Cambridge ditto ‘‘of the other 
part.” Splendid sport, and glad to see practical equality of the 
competitors. After that had an hour with my fellow authors and 
journalists at Dollis Hill, and afterwards worked down to Bisley, 
and so encouraged Priaulx Serer name I’m glad I’ve only got to 
write—not speak) that he pulled off the Queen’s Prize—and that’s 
a ‘*chalk”’ to Jersey. 


Monday.—Spent most of my time at, and getting to Bayreuth. 
Found everybody there and looking well and jolly, and not much 
depressed at the thought of doing all these cycles and things as a 
duty to society. 

Tuesday.—Looked over and lunched at the Albert Docks with the 
Salamis, new “‘ steam-packet ’’ for America and Australia, and then 
went and helped to launch the Vengeance line of battleship (for 
wherever the fight is thickest, I eer, Helped the Baroness 
Burdett-Coutts in the afternoon with her garden party for the 
Church Army, and saw Lord Kitchener and Viscount Cromer 
through the ceremony of taking their seatsin the Lords. Heard in 
the evening that Kruger had resigned, but didn’t believe it. 


IT PAUL’S UPON US, 


That Kruger is obstinate, dour, and malign 
Is matter—to argue, in brief— 

But when he declares that he means to resign 
Such fiendishness passes belief. 

It’s currish their rights from Uitlanders to keep, 
But this talk of resigning so pat— 

It reaches to cruelty’s uttermost deep 
When he raises false hopes such as that. 


Tue Sporrer. 


Nowice.— he Editor will not be answerable for-any contributions, artistic or literary, spontaneously sent in. No contributions can be returned 
unless accompanied by a stamped and addressed envelope. 
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DID HE MEAN WHAT SHE DID? 
She.—*‘ It’s all in the cause cf charity, but I’m afraid you'll think it rather dear.” 


He.—“ Yes, it is ‘dear.’ ”’ 


“The Shop Girl.” 


(With apologues to her stage origi 


WHEN I came to the shop, some mont} 
I was terribly tired of standing, 

Till I heard some dears, in the House « 
My claims to a seat were demanding. 

But soon I learnt that wicked Lord $ 
Did not sympathise with my duress. 
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And another lesson I've learnt since then, 
How a good Bish-op makes up for such men. 


A good Bish-op, who comes to our shop 
soy to look, and not to stop, 
With kindly words and manner prim, 


He “ stands behind,” and we do love him. 


I have gathered a bit of the ways of hfe, 


And so has my Lord Winchester, 


Of the salesman cad, and the “remnants” wife 


Of the ladies who worry and pester. 


He's seen the ways of the “ Miggles ’’ men— 


They're not on their feet from 8 till 1 
And I am so glad to hear that he, 
When his Peers cried “No!” 
** It’s the shop girls’ feet 
The good Bish-op, who came to our 
Only to look—and not to sto) 
ne 
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said ‘* Fiddle-de-dee,”’ 
not the housemaids’ kne« 
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(‘* At Manchester Assizes, Mr. Justice Wills adjourned the Court 
so that the Bench, the Bar, and everyone else might see the test 
match between England and Australia.” — Daily Paper.) 


Gray’s Inn Gardens. 


[‘* By permission of the Benchers the 
| gardens of Gray’s Inn will be thrown 
| open on August 1st and every week 
| until the end of September, from 6 a.m. 
until dusk, for the benefit of the poor 
| children living in the surrounding 

densely - populated districts.” — Vide 
Press. | 


A KINDLY act to let the little one 
| Breathe balmy air and bask in cheer- 


ing sun; ; 
Better than—indeed, it would be a sin— 
NW Fay | To let any animals there graze in! 
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| The America Cup. 


By Parrick QO’GRADY. 





(“‘ The Shamrock has not won her trials 
sufficiently easily to promise success in 
the America Cup.’’—Vide Press.) 


Away wid the thought that the Sham- 
rock won’t win! 

Jist wait, an’ yer’ll see that she will be 
first in; 

St. Patrick will watch o’er the swate 
little boat, 

The trimmest an’ fastest that e’er was 
afloat ! 

The name is enough to show victory’s 
sure— 

The Shamrock ! that purty plant, simple 
and pure ; 

| So let us already wid joy oursilves hug, 

She’ll bring back the Cup, or write me 

down a ‘‘mug’”’! 


ES SS = — AS. 


Perhaps. 


Tommy,— ‘‘ Pa, why is a woman called 
the ‘ weaker vessel’?’”’ 

Pa.— Perhaps, because she is often 
craft-y, or because you can sometimes 
get a ‘smack’ off her.”’ 





“All Out” for the Day. 


(With apologies to “* The Gaiety Girl.’’) 
I’m a judge of the Modern Society sort, 
And though worried to death with Mandamus, 
I can always discover distraction in sport, 
And the cricket of teams that are famous. 
I could bat, I couid bowl, as a youngster at ‘‘ Lords,”’ 
Where the upper ten cricketing crust is, 
But, now, like the umpire, I give my awards, 
In this stuffy assemblage of Justice. 
So to-day, sirs, my figure erect 
Will be seen on the ground of Old Trafford, 
For, I’m weary of motions, and meaningless pleas, 
As I journeyed this morning from Stafford. 
So I think it’s high time we shut up the Court 
With its grounds for new trials divorces— 
(Mr. Usher, just hand me the latest report— 
In the “ ”* to see what the score is’’) 
The Bench, and the Bar, and everyone else, 
Won't “ demur "—so my conscience advises— 
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To rising, so, gentlemen, with your consent, 
We'll adjourn to the ground from Assi 
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oF sew 5! A REAL PARSON'S “ DOLE.” 
1eCl : ‘ : ‘ ’ ; 
: 1. The Public enjoy their mid-day meal in the shadow and 2. But don’t consider the trouble they are giving to his 
seclusion of Old St. Paul’s—— Reverence the Dean. 
No Happy Medium. | And when his speech that sprightly spokesmen guides, 
_ ; Pee es —_ The taciturn and distant traveller glides 
) Court A MOAN FROM THE ANGEL OF CORDIALIT y ° | Instanter (prolix on the paltriest theme) 
he test (‘What a time it takes to make a British traveller unbend to | Into the other—and more abhorred—extreme ! 
fellow creatures, and be natural and unsuspicious ! ’’— Westminster a Siieitieeaiiiesiiaemnian ode. <Leet F F TE 
Gazette. | | 
WHEN Johnnie Bull Blouses. 


A-travelling goes, ss . att < ; 
I’d like to pull (‘The great popularity of blouses is a marked feature of the 


Sin alaasan nome season.’’— Vide Fashion Papers.] 
Because he sinks himself, and all around er ath a blouses coenggrey y Paty P 
such dull d f gl ines: found! nd though summer wanes, and the heat makes us drowsy, 
Oe ae They’re still neat and ‘broidered and dainty with lace, 


Buried in nook Yet how quaint if we nick-named this season as “ blousey"! 


Of railway car— 
On deck, with look as 











Of stand-off Czar— Pr 8 
Himself in self he centres, and with ban omising. 
Of stern exclusion awes his fellow man. THE Boers let’s commend for returning to reason, 





To which England’s sharp methods perhaps has restored ’em. 
Well, as we are nearing the long silly season, 
We'll be glad to escape from the worst state of Boerdom. 


He seems inclined 
To apprehend 
That, should he find 
A friend, that friend —— nimi 
Would slily him stiletto—or, perhaps, 











Ere dawn, relieve him of his rattle-traps | Earthquakes in Rome. 
So travels Bull So It treat capit vers and rock 
* ngauax ng i 
s ein Kngland, at hom: 


If these earthquakes e taken a fancy to roam. 
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The new maid at Myrtle Villa seems to be giving great satisfaction to her mistress 
j a ’ 











and we may remark (in private) that the master also finds her admirable for “ light- 


work.” 


Hotel Pretoria. 
UITLANDERS (with a Summer Thirst): 


Now for the drink! Now for the drink! 
Oh, we are thirsty, very! 

So hurry up, Landlord—come, I say, 

Pass round the bottle without delay, 

Chateau Lafitte or the old Tokay, 

Bitter, or stout, or sherry! 
None of your teetotal drinks for us— 

And none of your tricks evasive— 

Your champagne cup for the likes of 
you, 

And soda-water for us, wont do— 

So pass round a bottle of something 
new, 

Before we grow more persuasive. 
Thirsty are we, as you no doubt know, 
So quench that thirst or we wreck the 

show, 

And nothing our rage shall hinder, 

“ Irreducible minimum,” Sir, 
Is the drink that we Uitlanders all 
prefer 


ws 


KRvuGER (to Chamberlain) :— 
D’you think it’s safe? D’you think it’s 
safe ? 
They seem to be far too many! 
And some gingerbeer or some lemonade 
May calm them down,!but I’m much 
afraid 
’Twould injure our Licensed Vic- 
tuallers’ trade, 
To give ‘em out port or sherry ! 
We might peril our licence, I should 
say, 
If we gave them all stout or bitter— 
Some water, now, with a lump of 
ice. 
I am sure isa drink quite safe but 
nice— 
And I really think (if you ask my 
advice) 
As atipple for them, it’s fitter! 
For a full-grown dose of our Eau de Vie— 
Which is capital, say, for a man like 
me— 
Would injure a weak 
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For it wouldn’t be right, 
So I’m sure that it’s quite, 
Yes, utterly, out of the question! 


CHAMBERLAIN :— 


If I were you (though I’m not, it’s true) 
To meet their demands I'd hurry! 
If they ask for beer, if they call for 
wine, ; 
I should say it was no affair of mine— 
For if such a crowd were to once com- 
bine 
They might give one a lot of worry. 
I wouldn’t say ““No!” to a crowd like 
that ; 
It’s a ticklish affair and risky— 
For the bitterest foe may become your 
friend 
If a willing ear you willingly lend 
To his just demands! So I think I'd 
send 
Them sherry, champagne, or 
whisky. 
Never you mind what the world may 
say, 
Better make friends, while you can, to- 
day, 
Than have enemies here to-morrow ; 
For to turn away when you have the 
chance, 
Of securing a friendly hand’s advance— 
And denials to shout, 
Is good Fortune to flout, 
And to welcome bitterest sorrow ! 


UrrLanvDeErs ( frantically) :— 


Now for the drink! Now for the drink ! 
We are thirstier now than ever— 
So pass round the bottle without 
delay, 
We’ve had too much of your foolish 
play, 
We're out for an Alco-holy day— 
And we’ll have it, Sir, now or never. 
So none of your teetotal games for us— 
And none of your artful ruses! 
For drink is a thing that we all should 


have, 

It doubles your joy and drowns your 
care, 

It’s bad to be tipsy; but worse, we 
swear, 


To keep sober ’neath your abuses. 
So hurry up, do, with your “ glasses 
round,”’ 
Such a mean old Johnnie as you, we've 
found, 
Too earnestly—kindly labours— 
To improve the morals of alien men— 
With improving words, and a piety 
pen— 
But forgets his own 
While he toils alone, 
For the moral good of his neighbours. 
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My Margarine. 


Is vain do legislators bold 
Lay hands on you, my Queen. 
Forbid your tint of yellow gold, 
My own, my Margarine. 


True butter of the very best 
Has need sometimes to screen 
Its paleness, to withstand the test 
Like you, my Margarine. 


We know things are not what they 
— 
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The Mysterious Major. 
Cuarrer V.—A TRAITOR. 
at breakfast the next morning was dismal 
in the extreme, the having come down dreadfully depressed ; 
ané only on being assured that the Major had gone off on his usual 
morning jaunt could they be induced to make their appearance. 
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“He's A VILLAIN OF A DARKER HUE’”’ 


“It was a fearful experience,” said Miss Catty. ‘Fancy having 
to sit in one position for twelve mortal hours; I’m simply alive with 
pins and needles now.” 

** And I shall never get over my cramp,’’ moaned Miss Furry. 

“And then to think,”’ said Miss Catty, “that we imagined 
ourselves liable to be blown to atoms at any moment. I wonder 
our hair didn’t turn white.”’ 

“Speak for yourself,” sna Miss Thom. “ Mine is not of the 
chameleon’s nature, and I didn’t know you toned yours more than 
once a day.” 

“It is my own, anyhow,” retorted Miss Catty. 

“There, there, gals, don’t quarrel,’ said Mrs. Bloomer soothingly. 
“You give me a rare fright yesterday. Bloomer said you would all 
be washed up by the sea this morning, and ornament the beach.” 

“Well, the first question is,” said Miss Furry plaintively, ‘‘ what 
are we going to do?” 

“Do!” echoed Miss Thom, with asperity. “Why have our 
revenge On Major Dibs, of course. You don’t think I’m to be 
driven away by a paltry Major, do you?” 

“* Quite right, dear,” said Mrs. Bloomer, 

“Tf only Catty had not been so precipitate,” continued Miss 
Thom, “it might have been an easy matter.” 

“ As how, dear,” said Miss Catty, icily. 

“You might have married him, dear——”’ 

“ Oh !—you-———-good morning, Mr. Wallis.” 

“Good morning, ladies,” said Herbert, coming into the room 
with Miss Summers in time to stop Miss Catty’s angry retort. 
* You don’t seem much the worse for your brave attempt to scotch 
the gage my 8 

“ We are not yet defeated,’’ snapped Miss Catty. ‘* He has won the 
first battle, but we are going to are in out ou bt if only to avenge 
ourselves. Of course, as to his being a murderer, that is simply 
ridiculous, and is one of Miss Thom’s absurd ideas.” 

“T beg your pardon?” said Miss Thom. 

“Well, Susan's, then ; it’s the same thing." 

“ It is not the same thing,” answered Miss Thom, frigidly. “ I 
only gave countenance to the idea in order to prevent you making 
a fool of a flitting about like a young girl, when I know 
you ve turned- 
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“Ah! You nearly let the catty out of the bag,” said Herbert, 
la .. “ But joking apart, I really think this mysterious Major 
is not he seems. He’s a Maggs .. darker hue than most 
people imagine. Don’t you think so, Lucy?” 

“Oh, Herbert, how can you?” said Miss Summers, giggling into 
her handkerchief. “They suffered enough yesterday, I’m sure. 
Don’t poke fun at the poor old things.” 

“ Poor—old—things,”’ echoed the ladies, aghast. ‘‘ We are not 


all schoolgirls,” added Miss Catty, with severity. 
sag t Mr. Wallis can see in you I can’t think,’ said Miss 
, Spitefully. 


“More than Major Dibs can see in any of you, perhaps,” said 
Miss Summers, demurely. 

“Now look ’ere gals,” broke in Mrs. Bloomer. “It ain’t no 
manner of good a-kicking up a shindy. That won’t settle the 
Major’s hash.”’ 

“No,” said Herbert, ‘“‘I think you had better let me champion 
your cause. I will waylay the Major this very night, and ask him 
quietly and gently who the deuce he is.” 

** He won’t tell you,” said Miss Thom. 

“Oh, yes he will, Mrs. Bloomer shall leave out the whiskey 
bottle, and under the influence of the fluid divine he will unbosom 
to me.” 

‘‘ But that won’t help us.” 

** Yes it will. I want you to hear as well, Miss Catty must hide 
behind the sofa, Miss Furry and Miss Thom behind the curtains, 
and Miss Summers " 

“We won’t have Miss Summers.” 

** Very well, we must do without her, You must all be ready at 
quarter-past eleven.” 

“Mr. Wallis,” said Miss Catty, gushingly, “‘your’e a born 
Napoleon. I could almost kiss you.” 

“ Thanks,” said Herbert. 


That evening at half-past eleven, as the Major’s key was heard 
rattling in the lock, there was a rustling of feminine skirts, and the 
ladies disappeared into their various hiding places. 

















Sershs Lt 


y) re ip 





Miss CATTY GETS THE CRAMP. 


“‘ Can he see us ?"’ they whispered. 
“No; keep back. There he is. Hello! Major. That you? 


Come in and hav ee drappie 








PRO Ce OR ee Se EE Ie Ie RE ROA ee ae Me pa ae 


At 


pp ,. @& be sale, 











~ S< 





AvGust 1, 1899. 


FUN. 








‘‘No. Cigar, Major?” continued Herbert, offering a box, inside 
the lid of which was pinned the following ungallant message :— 


Tabbies on the prowl again. Catty behind the sofa. Furry 
and Thom ditto curtains. Playing puss in the corner by 
Jove. Give ’em gyp. 


“Thanks, I will,” said the Major, quietly. “ By-the-way, seen 
the old gals to-day? Gone to bed, eh? I wonder if I ought to 
return their visit to-night. Strictest etiquette, dear boy, of course. 
They raided my room yesterday, so it’s only just to them I should 
do the same to theirs to-night.” 

“‘ Better wait till the morning, Major,” said Herbert, laughing. 

‘‘Perhaps I had. Bother the old tabbies! They are i 
putting some society function on one. Between you and me, Mr. 
Wallis,” continued the Major confidentially, “‘ their alarm about 
dynamite was a put-up job—a fudge, sir. They went there to 
sample my whiskey and cigars, and liked the sample so much that 
they had a go at the bulk. Twenty-three cigar ends I found, and a 
bottle and a half of whiskey gone. Fa-t, sir, as I'm a sinner.” 

Miss Catty breathed hard to keep down her rising resentment. 

'¢ Dear me,”’ said Herbert. 

‘“Yes. Not bad going for three maiden ladies, was it? I’ve told 
the story to several of my friends, and one or two are going to 
interview the ladies to-morrow. What’s that? Listen! There’s 
something behind that sofa. It’s a confounded cat, I’ll swear. 
Jam the poker under it, will you, there’s a good chap, while I open 
the door?” 

Miss Catty uttered a long suppressed scream, and the Major, 
drawing aside the sofa, discovered her speechless with indignation, 
and powerless to move. Cramp had seized her for its very own. 


(To be continued.) 























Waftings from the Wings. 


The Wild Rabbit is at the Criterion, and, with his merry antics, 
is likely to keep the town in a roar for some time to come. In Mr, 
Arliss’s comedy, comic incident follows comic incident with all the 
vivacious bustle of a genuine Criterion farce, and, weather permit- 
ting, Messrs. Henry A. Lytton and Stanley Cooke may be con- 
gratulated on an unqualified success. Mr. Stanley Cooke as 
Christopher Nobbs is excellent, and is ably seconded by Mr. Sydney 
Brough as Lawrence Medleycot, his bosom friend. Mr. Aubrey 
Fitzgerald as Sir Edmund Brasenose,a baronet with a winsome smile 
and a defective enunciation, is screamingly funny, while the John 
Smith of Mr. William Wyes is the best thing of its kind since 
W. J. Hill. Miss Georgie Esmond as Lady Polly is very sweet and 
charming, and the Countess of Ravenscourt is all that could be 
desired. Effective support is also given by Messrs. Cecil Ramsey, 
Blake Adams, Athol Forde, and Mesdames Violet Raye and 
Margaret Watson. Master Levey as Constantine, master of the 
motor car, delivers his lines with a boyish impertinence that delights 
the house. The Wild Rabbit is preceded by First in the Field, a 
one-act comedy by C. Marsham Rae, a really excellent specimen of 
its class, 

London’s loss will be the country’s gain. Mr. Harry Monkhouse, 
fully charged with that unctuous humour for which he is justly 
celebrated, is on tour with that capital musical comedy, entitled 
Larks in London, written by Messrs. Wilton Jonesand Henry Cunn, 
with new music by M. Jacques Greebe. This week Mr. Monkhouse 
is at the Crown, Peckham, and London must hurry to that theatre 
if it is to see him before his departure for the goviincs. 

Mr. Monkhouse as @ worthy Doctor of Musie and organist at 
Dulchester Cathedral, suddenly called away to superintend the 

roduction of a grand opera composed by himself, and which has 
n turned by an ente i manager into a burlesque, is 
delightful. But Mr. Monkhouse, as the same doctor called upon 
at a moment’s notice to play the part of Caractacus in the same 
burlesque, must be seen to be believed. He is ably supported by a 
caste which includes such established favourites as Miss A 
Stanley and Mrs. Edmund Phelps. The play bristles with good 
things, the music of M. Greebe being bright and sparkling. and 
the dancing of Mesdames Nellie Read and Florence Warde daintily 
delightful. The provinces have undoubtedly a treatin store. 
Dr. Conan Doyle’s play Halves will conclude its summer season 
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A few daye before the closing of the opera season Mr. Maurice 
Grau, on behalf of the Grand ra Syndicate, signed a contract 
with Monsieur Albert Saleza under the terms of which the tenor 
will be heard in London only at Covent Garden for the next three 
seasons, commencing from May next. Meanwhile Monsieur Saleza 
has also arranged, prior to his departure for America in October 
next to join Mr. Grau’s company, to appear in a revival of 
Salammbo as Matho, the principal tenor role which he created on 
a when the opera had its first production in Paris in 
1 


This evening (Monday) the Alhambra ment will introduce 
five new items into their programme. Probably the most novel and 
interesting of these will be two little niggers from Kentucky ; they 
are well known in the States as Turner’s Piccaninnies, and they do 
the funniest realistic scenes from Southern life, from chicken steal- 
ing to cake walking. Other new turns will be Alburtusand Bartram, 
club jugglers, Powers Bros., cycle comedians, Fish and Quigg, gro- 
tesque artistes, and Mlle. Leodiska’s performing cockatoos. ext 
week will also be the last of that popular spectacular ballet, the 
Red Shoes, and the last six nights of Miss Letty Lind is also 
announced. 


The August Bank Holiday performances at the Royal Aquarium 
are timed to commence as early as 10 a.m. Upwands of 200 artistes 
will appear in the World’s Great Show at 2 and 7, including ‘‘ Zeo”’ 
and a renowned troupe of continental gymnasts. “ Aros" is to be 
shot from a Roman cross bow through a paper target a distance of 
40ft. Jeffries will appear about 9-30 each evening during the 
holidays on the Aquarium great central stage in a boxing contest 
with Jem Smith. 


On the 4th May the Right Hon. the Lord Mayor opened a ward 
at St. Thomas’s Hospital, under the title of *‘ The City of London 
Ward,” to be used for accident cases, The action of the authori- 
ties in adopting this name for the ward will, it is hoped, remind 
the citizens of their heritage in,this ancient hospital given to them 
by King Edward VI., so far back as 1558. The ward contains 22 
beds, a certain number of which will bear in perpetuity the name 
of the Mercers’ Company, as a memorial of the munificence of the 
senior Guild to this hospital in 1898; and it is hoped that before 
long the remaining beds will bear the nameés of other Guilds or 
honoured citizens of this great metropolis. The cost of mainten- 
ance is estimated at £2,000 per annum, and the authorities trust 
that the citizens will provide this amount, either by endowment or 
annual subscriptions, so that the ward may be in reality a “ City of 
London Ward.” The treasurer most earnestly appeals for support, 
which will not only redound to the honour of the city, but will 
confer inestimable blessings upon the in brought to the 
hospital through accident in the workshop or street. 


We have wireless telegraphy established for practical purposes, 
and now printer’s ink manufacturers are threatened with an 
extinction of trade almost ad infinitum. A practical invention 
dispensing with ink can now be seen printing with ordinary type 
and blocks. The rotary machine is used, except the inking gear. 
The secret is simple. Electricity leaves ite mark behind—upon the 
paper—which is soaked ina metallic solution, and thus permits a 
complete electrical circuit. The t becOMmes magnetised, and 
leaves a coloured impression upon the prepared per. Rapidity 
in printing is indefinitely augmented and cleanliness supersedes 
grime. Economy is effected all round. The invention is being 
worked — the premises of the Electrical Inkless Printing 
Syndicate Limited in Coldharbour Lane, Brixton, 8.W. 


The Great Eastern Railway Company’s “ Tourist Guide to the 
Continent,” published at the price of 6d., containeth information of 
the new express service to Norway, Denmark, and Sweden, vid the 
Royal Mail-Harwich Hook of Holland route ; of new tours in the 

uringian and. z Mountains, a series of 
Continental maps, and a ¢t , i ul Information,”’ as to 


A-Prior-i. kage 


[Mr. Justice Phillimore says the word “ prior” makes him feel 
ill.) 
PLease! don’t say that word any more! 
It sickens me to my heart’s core! 
Why can’t you use the word “ before,”’ 


Instead of that word “ prior”? 


tter had he been—galor: 
An abbott, p’raps, or “ prior.” 
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“On Things in General.” 
By Ma. “ Fun’s” WasHERWOMAN. 


THERE was a rumer that Old Kruger 
’ad resigned, but no such luck. I bet 
’e’ll stick to the Presidential Chair like a 
bit of cobbler’s wax; ’e’s a reg’ler old 


‘ mule, an’ ’e don’t forget to““kick” at 


pretty well ev’rythink wot woud smooth 
matters down. 

My boy Sam ses that the test matches 
ought to be played out, that a ‘‘draw” 
is very unsatisfactory. It depends wot 
the “draw” is. I know I thinks it’s 
very satisfactory wen the editor draws 
me a cheque; but, of course, cricket is a 
different matter, an’ it’s a pity that a 
match shoud be checked bya ‘‘ draw.” 
A sort of pun, ain’t it ? 

There’s a report of “an offensive and 
defensive alliance” between China and 
Japan, but ‘‘I doubt if there’s anythink 
in it,” as the boy sed wen ’e bought a 
jam-puff. 

Lynching them Italians in Louisiana 
‘as created a bad feelin’ in Italy agin 
America. I sertinly think that Uncle 
Sam allows lynchers ‘ too much rope ’”’ 
in more senses than one. If these per- 
tickler ones was caught p’r’aps they’d 
find thereselves ‘“‘up a tree’; but it 
appears that Uncle Sam can’t find ’em. 
Do ’e want to? 

They say that they’ve discovered a 
young girl with a wonderful soprano 
voice in Australia. Her name is Miss 
Castles, an’ wen Miss Castles sings she 
‘‘ brings the house down,”’ an’ thereis no 
room for adverse critisism. I’ve got a 
soap-rano voice myself, wich seems the 
proper kind of voice for a washerwoman 
to ‘ave. 

The German Emperor is reported to 
’ave said—I s’pose it’s all lies—to a 
French captain: ‘‘ Your navy is the first 
in the world. I consider it superior to 
England’s.” If Willie really did say so, 
’e must ’ave been “‘ half-seas over’’; any- 
way, ’e was “all at sea’ regarding our 


navy. 

They've added an artic room to the 
National Portrait Gallery; but the name 
is very tantalisin’ this tropical weather 
—the picktures looks so cool, an’ one 


feels so ’ot. ‘*Wot’s in a name,” 
indeed ! 














With the Milk. 


Mrs. Manks.—‘*My husband always 
comes home to his tea—does yours?” 

Mrs. Stayout.—“ No, but he generally 
comes home to his breakfast.” 
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CITY OF LONDON GLOSS for every kind of Black Leather Goods. 





” ” TAN GLOSS, or 
r o9 BROWN LEATHER DRESSING. With ei 
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S, SOUTH STREET, FINSBURY, LONDON. E.C. 


ANDERSON’ SsS 


CITY OF LONDON. 


DRESSINGS FOR BOOTS AND SHOES 


OF HBVERY DESCRIPTION. 


” ” SELF POLISHING WATERPROOF BLACKING produces a Brilliant Polish. 


’ ” GLYCERINE CREAM (White and Black) for Cleaning and Polishing best Glace Kid and Patent Leather. 
For imparting a Brilliant Polish to all kinds of Brown Leather goods use 


ther of these two articles, in two minutes, boots are ready to wear 
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